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Come Together 


We were back in the studio. Yeah, we were minus a fucking bass player, but the three of us were here. That 


was enough. At least for the time being. We would have to find someone to replace Jason eventually. 


Replacing Jason My stomach did that little flip-flop thing it does every time | think about having to find a new 
bassist. Maybe that's why no one has pushed it. Or maybe it was because | was in fucking rehab. It didn't 
make much difference to me. | just wasn't 

ready for that step. When we finally found someone, we would be taking a fucking leap into the unknown. | 
wasn't ready to do that. Jason was--is--very much a part of us..even if he and | haven't spoken since he 
walked away. 


Okay, yeah, you're probably thinking I've done it once, why can't | do it again. Cliff was different. The whole 


fucking situation was different. And we weren't looking to replace him either. No one could ever replace Cliff. 
Jason didn't even try. 


Besides, when we lost Cliff and decided to carry on, | had the booze to help me. Sometimes | think alcohol was 
the only thing that kept me alive, which is fucking ironic because | know it was killing my family and friends, 
my relationships. Hell, it was killing me. 


Now, | can't use the liquor as a crutch. I'm totally on my fucking own. The only reason I'm doing so fucking well 


is the two people in this room with me right now. 


| glance behind me and see Lars at his usual place, guarding my back. He's sitting at his drum kit, fiddling with 
his drumsticks, but not in his usual exuberant way. Not having Jason here is affecting him even though he'd 


never admit it. 


He and | are dealing the best we know how. I'm throwing myself into the music and he's right there with me. 
But even as | flash on how well we're dealing with Jason leaving, there's one person | know who is having a 


harder time with it than either of us. 


Regret rushes through me as | think of the toll Jason's absence is having on our lead guitarist. Glancing to my 
left, | see Kirk sitting on a stool, tuning his Mummy guitar. He's frowning in concentration, but his eyes look dull 
as if the lights gone out of them. 


That's why l'm now cursing myself. Sober, | can see how I've fucked up. | caused that look in his eyes. | alone 
was responsible for hurting him in this way. I've done a lot of shit to Kirk over the years, mostly when | was 
drunk. But this seems to be the worst thing 

| could possibly do. And, from the other side of rehab, it hurts me that I've hurt him. 


He and Jason have been best friends forever. Since Jason first hooked up with us, the two of them were 
inseparable. | know they even became lovers although that aspect of their relationship ended around the same 
time of that fucking pyro accident. | don't know why. They've never explained it to me. | think Lars knows, but 
he's never said. And, hell, it was so long ago it doesn't matter anymore anyway. They're just not together in 


that way now. 


Secretly, that pleases me. Yeah, | know that I'm fucked up. l'm sorry | drove Jason away, but not sorry that 
he and Kirk no longer sleep together. 


Let me see if | can explain it. Oh, yeah, it was fucking rehab. Whether | wanted to or not, | had to think about 
shit and what it meant to me. | had to analyze all my fucking feelings. Shit, | wonder if the therapist ever 
regretted having me as a patient. | carry a lot of fucking baggage. Fuck, | have a whole storage unit with shit | 
had stored up. Now, it's like I've had a fucking garage sale and have managed to get rid of some of the shit 


crowding my soul and invading my heart. 


So, amidst all the talking and shit, | had an epiphany. In stripping away all my anger, | found out something that 
had been buried good and deep for fucking years. But, during therapy, it clawed its way to the surface. 


| love Kirk. | fucking love him. I'm fucking in love with him. Saying it to myself is a real breakthrough for me. 
Saying it to Kirk might take awhile. Especially since I'm responsible for chasing away his best friend. I'm sure he 


hates me for that. | hate myself so why not him. 


As | stand here having this conversation with myself in my head--something | seem to do a lot of since I've 
gotten out of rehab--l still haven't taken my eyes off him. | think maybe l'm staring, but | don't care. | could 
stare at him for an eternity. He's gorgeous on the outside, fucking beautiful on the inside. Not that he lets too 
many people inside. I've glimpsed it. | know Lars has seen it, too. lim thinking Jason has seen it more than the 


both of us combined. 


But just because I've only been allowed to see his true self only once or twice, doesn't mean | don't know how 


wonderful he is or how much | appreciate it. He's truly a gift. My gift. 


I'm only beginning to realize that. I'm only beginning to know how much he means to me. Maybe one day I'll be 


able to share my discovery with him. 

Right now, | can only stare at him. 

| guess | can stare for too long because he eventually looks up and catches my eyes on him. 

He's frowning at me, probably wondering what the fuck is going on. | can't tell him what is really on my mind 
so | blurt out the first thing | can think of. It helps that | actually want to know the answer to my question 
"Hey, man, you talk to Jason lately?" 

Kirk shoots a look over at Lars and out of the corner of my eye, | see him put his drumsticks down. He's 
obviously wondering where l'm going with this. I'm still trying to figure it out myself. There's nothing much | 
can do, at this point, to make things better. It's not like | can ask Jason back. He'd never go for it. Too many 
things said. 

"Uh, yeah. | had dinner with him last night." He shrugs. "| see him a couple of times a week. Why?" 


"Just wondering," | answer. "I know you two are fucking close. Just curious to see how badly I've ruined things 


by driving him away." 
"James," he says, frowning. "You didn't--" 
Not really wanting to hear him try to make things better--| don't deserve his comfort--l interrupt him. "I 


know you did some guitar work for him..for Echobrain" | see him stiffen. I've never brought it up before and 


he's probably wondering why | am now. 


"Yeah," he agrees almost reluctantly. "I helped him out" 

"What's up, James?" Lars asks in a guarded tone. Can't say | blame him. | pretty much threw Jason out of the 
band for wanting to pursue other interests. Kirk playing for Echobrain would definitely fall under the category 

of other interests. He was probably afraid | was going to do something stupid and toss Kirk out, too. There was 
no way 


for him to know that I'd rather rip out my vocal cords before | would do that. 


"Just..." | stumble. "Just wanted to know what was going on, that's all" It's a bit lame, but | have nothing else to 


offer. 


‘It was a one time thing, man," Kirk tries to sound reassuring, but there's something in the way he says it 


that has me wondering. 


| narrow my eyes at him. "He ever ask you to quit Metallica and join him?" I'm suddenly afraid of the answer. 


This is another one of my greatest fears. 
Behind me, Lars scoffs. "Jason wouldn't do that, James." 


| want so desperately to believe Lars, but I'm looking at Kirk and | see something flash in his eyes. | can feel 


the chill invading my bones as | wait for him to answer. 
When he does, his voice is quiet. "Yeah, Jason's asked me to join him. Several times in fact." 


This news seems to shock Lars even more so than it does me. | suspected as much, but apparently our 


drummer hadn't seen it coming. 

"He-He asked you to leave Met?" Lars sounds pretty upset. I'm with him all the way on this. Losing Jason was 
bad. I've already mentioned how | feel about that. But, Kirk.well, he goes way back to the beginning of Metallica 
We couldn't do this without him. He's too much a part of us. 


Kirk nods in confirmation. "Yeah. He knows how l." his voice trails off and | wonder what he wanted to say. | 


open my mouth to ask, but he continues. "I told him no." 


"Thank fuck," Lars murmurs and | turn to look at him. He offers me a small smile but | can see how much 


Kirk's words have affected him. 
"You said no?" | don't know why the fuck | keep pushing this, but | need to hear the answer again 
He nods. "Yeah. The answer was no," he reassures even as he sighs. 


Maybe he has thought about joining Jason because he certainly sounds weary. And, fuck, it isn't like | haven't 
given him cause to leave. | did things to him throughout the years..shit, I'm too ashamed to even think about 


some of the things I've done. 
Kirk clears his throat, coughing a little. "Think we can get started? I'd really like to get on with it” 


Its my turn to nod. l'm afraid to say anything. It's overwhelming to know that he won't leave us..me. The relief 


almost leaves me weak. Instead, | pick up my guitar and with a look at Lars, start in on one of our older songs. 


We're jamming away, getting reacquainted with the music and with each other. Each song is louder and faster 
then the previous one we play and I'm starting to smile. This is what home feels like. I've got my family with 


me and we're doing what we love best. l'm loosening up and enjoying myself when the bomb drops. 


Kirk stops playing abruptly. It takes a minute for me to realize what's happened. | strum my last cord even as 
the sound of the drum dies away. Lars and | stare at him as he pulls his guitar up and over his head. 


"What's going on, Kirk?" Lars asks as the Mummy guitar is returned to its stand. 
Kirk shakes his head and sighs. Rubbing his forehead he looks first at Lars and then at me. Something in his 


eyes makes me uneasy. "Nothing," he manages in a dull voice. "I just can't do this anymore. l'm sorry. | just 
don't have it in me." 


| can't seem to form words. Kirk looks so damn tired and he sort of just shuffles to his feet. I'm beginning to 
think he's having second thoughts about Jason's offer. Maybe he's just realized what an asshole I've been to 


him over the years. He's said he's forgiven me, but.shit, | hate this helpless, uncertain feeling. 


"What do you mean you can't do this anymore?" | finally find my voice. Found my growl, too, apparently 
because he looks kind of startled. 


Kirk half shrugs as he takes a few steps toward the door. "I can't. I'm calling it quits." Head down, he moves as 
if to walk pass me. 


His words, though, have finally penetrated and | know | can't let him walk out on Metallica.walk out on me. | 
just won't let him do it. Fuck my fear. It's time | faced it and let Kirk know exactly how things are. "No," | 
manage in a tightly controlled voice as | throw my arms around him from behind. 

He squeaks in disbelief and begins to struggle against me. His hair tickles my chin and its turning me on. He's 
got the softest hair. If | thought | could hold on to him and run my fingers through it at the same time, | 
would. But I'm not letting go anytime soon. 

"J-James?" Kirk sounds a little desperate. "What are you doing, man? This isn't funny." 


"You're not leaving," | growl in his ear. "I will not let you leave." 


"James, what the fuck are you doing?" Lars asks from behind me. | nearly forgot he was there. "Let him go, 


man. 


Flexing my arms slightly, | lift Kirk so that his feet barely touch the floor and turn towards my drummer. 
Lars has come around from behind his drums and is staring at me as if I've lost my mind. "No, Lars, you don't 


understand. | can't let him go. He can't quit. | won't let him leave. He belongs to..to..Metallica" 


"Uli, what the fuck is he talking about?" Kirk asks as his hands come up to clutch at my arms. He isn't 
struggling as much anymore and | gently set him back down on his feet. | don't let go of him, though. It will be 


a long time before | can even think of letting go. 


Lars is just staring at me, a look of confusion on his face. "I'm not sure," he murmurs and | can see he's 
trying to figure out what the fuck is wrong with me. Suddenly, his face clears and I'm not sure if that bodes 


well. 
"Fuck me," he whispers to himself. "Naw, that can't be it" 


"What the fuck are you mumbling, Uli?" | ask all out of patience. Kirk's no longer trying to get away, but he is 
tense. He feels wonderful right where he is. | could get used to this. 


"James," Lars begins as he takes a step toward me. | unconsciously tighten my hold on Kirk, having this 
irrational fear that Lars wants to take him away from me. Kirk tugs on my arms as Lars holds up his hanas. | 
guess he's trying not to look threatening. "Hold up, Kirk | think | know what's wrong." 


‘lm glad someone fucking does," Kirk replies as he gives another tug at my arms. It's half-hearted at best as 
if he finally realizes that struggling against me is useless. 


"James," Lars tries again, his voice is oddly gentle. "Kirk's not leaving Metallica. He's talking about quitting for 
the day. He's not feeling well, man." 


Some of the tension leaves the body l'm holding and Kirk looks over his shoulder at me. "You-you think I'm 
leaving Metallica?" 


"You're not feeling well?" | ask, avoiding his question. l'm suddenly feeling a little foolish. He never actually said 
he was quitting Metallica. | was just jumping to conclusions. One of these days that's going to get me into to 
trouble. Besides, I'm now worried about him. "Why didn't you say anything?" 


"I told Lars." Kirk once again tugs at my arms and, this time, | loosen them. | don't let go completely so my 
arms encircle him as he turns to face me. "James," he rubs my chest gently. "I told Jason no. You don't ever 
have to worry about me leaving Metallica. This is my life. You guys are my family." He slowly smiles and my 
heart flutters. It's one of his special smiles. 


"Yeah, well," | say gruffly. "Didn't mean to jump to conclusions. Just that.." | can't face him as | say this next 
bit. Even | know that this is the moment to come clean about my feelings, but it's hard. I've suppressed it for 


so long. "It's just that it would kill me if you left Metallica..if you.left me." My voice drops lower as | confess. 
| couldn't do this without you. You mean so much to me, Kirk" Okay, so | can't actually say the words yet, but 


| will eventually. For now, | hope what I've said is enough. 


A hand touches my cheek and guides my face upward until I'm staring into dark brown eyes. What | see lurking 
there almost takes my breath away. "Jason knew when he asked that the answer would be no" Kirk caresses 
my cheekbone with his thumb. "I'd never leave you," he says softly. "I couldn't exist without my heart and you 
hold that. You have for a very long time." 


Elation begins to build in my blood and | just want to crush him to me, but | think of something even better. | 
bring my lips down to his and pour all my feelings into a kiss. He's kissing back and | finally know what true 
happiness feels like..but only for a moment because he's pulling away, actually pushing at my chest. 

"No, no, James," Kirk gasps out. "No more. We can't do this.” 

"What the fuck do you mean?" | ask growing angry. He can't mean he doesn't have feelings for me. There was 
just too much emotion in that kiss. It has to mean something. | have to mean something. Fear begins to 


overtake me again and my anger disappears. 


"Shh..it's okay, James." Kirk is gazing earnestly at me. "It's not what you think. I've been dying to kiss you for 
what seems like forever. And it was all that | imagined it would be, but-but we have to stop." 


"Why?" | demand. This is confusing for me and | really hate that feeling. It goes hand in hand with loss of 


control and well, | like being in control. 
"Look, I'm not feeling well. | think I'm coming down with a cold," Kirk explains. "| don't want you getting sick, too." 


That's it? That's what he's worried about? He doesn't want me to get sick? Fuck. Kirk must really not be 


feeling very well. "What's wrong?" | ask in concern as | look down at him. 

Kirk sighs and glances over at Lars who's been watching our little exchange with far too much interest. He's 
been really quiet as if he's known all along about how Kirk and | have felt about each other and that we needed 
to finally say it without any interruptions. Lars is intuitive that way. 

"Um, my body aches and it's hard for me to swallow. My throat hurts," Kirk finally tells us. 

So that's why he looked tired and his eyes were dull. You're such a dumb fuck, Hetfield. | had misread the 
entire situation. Here he was sick and | didn't even notice. Well, that stops now. | lower my head and gently 
caress his forehead with my lips in a lingering kiss. 


"W-What are you doing?" Kirk asks, confused. 


"Just checking for fever," | rumble and he blushes slightly. 


Lars just starts laughing. "So what's the diagnosis, Dr. Hetfield?" He asks with a twirkle in his eye. 


| nod my head. "He's definitely got a fever. I'm going to take him home." | start to guide a slightly protesting 
Kirk toward the door. "Kirk, I'm going to take care of you always," | say to him. "So you might as well get used 
to it" 


His reply is to throw his arms around my waist and to squeeze hard. "Just as long as you promise that you'll 


let me take care of you. You'll never be alone again, James, never. | love you.” 


Those words..god, how I've dreamed of hearing them. | squeeze him back and my voice is a little husky when | 


answer him. "I love you, too, Hamlet." Wow. Not so hard to say after all 

“Bout fucking time,” Lars says and | can hear the grin in his voice. Like | said, sometimes he's a perceptive 
little shit. "Take him home, James. I'll close up here and stop at the grocery store. I'll pick up some vegetable 
soup and some other shit and bring it on over." 

| look over my shoulder at him. "Thanks, Uli," | say sincerely. That's my family for you. Always looking out for 
one another. There's only one other family member | have to bring back into the fold, but with Kirk at my side 
and Lars at my back, | don't think that will be a problem. 

God, life is good. 


The End 


